IMPRESARIO

"He'll give us a good notice/' he said.

The professor came to the performance with a young girl from
his office, whose job it was to get the background facts of the story.
She wanted to know the box-office figures, among other things,
so naturally she was sent to me. I told her the orchestra was con-
ducted by S. Hurok.

The next morning was bright and sunny. Early as it was, we
were a happy company getting on the train. Stier came into the
car, bouncy and cheerful, with a large bundle of the morning news-
papers under his arm; he had bought dozens of extra copies to
send to his friends. He kissed Madame's hand and sat down to
read the notice.

Madame watched him, the corners of her mouth twitching. I
had let her in on the joke. For herself, she never read any critics
except H. T. Parker, the illustrious H.T,P. of the Boston Tran-
script, whose like for culture, charm and humanity I do not expect
to see in my lifetime. There was a learned man who never paraded
his learning, a man with taste and without affectation, whose zest
for art in all its forms was matched only by his forthright eloquence
in writing of it. Some of our best critics today are proud to confess
that they sat at his feet.

Poor Stier! As he read the notice that morning, his happy face
grew thinner and thinner. It was a fine notice, and it ended with
a tribute to the music "conducted, as usual, by S. Hurok!"

He was a good sport. I suppose we were all good sports, making
the most of our fun and ignoring the hardships of touring in this
country twenty years ago. But Madame was the best sport of us all.

Ballet in Jackson, Mississippi

I found out how good a sport she was in Jackson, Mississippi.
Jackson then had a population of about 15,000. You crossed the
Mississippi River by ferry from New Orleans; I was sitting in
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